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PRINCESS AURA, DAUGHTER OF MING DR. HANS ZARKOV 



GENERAL KALA 



MING THE MERCILESS, 
RULER OF THE UNIVERSE 




□ Flash Gordon, star quarterback of 
the New York Jets, boarded a 
small commuter plane bound for 
Boston. He was on his way back from a 
vacation in Maine following a fantastic 
victory in the Superbowl. Flash was 
everybody's hero! 

Just as the plane was taking off, he 
heard a strange hissing sound. He 
looked out the window and saw a small 
red hot cinder fizzling in a puddle. 

It looks like the chip of a meteor, Flash 
thought. Naw, must be my imagination. 
Just then a cold chill ran through him. 
But it wasn't from fear. The tempera- 
ture had actually dropped for five sec- 
onds. 

Flash turned to look at the only other 
passenger on board, a beautiful young 
woman he had seen at dinner the night 
before. He was glad he would have the 
chance to meet her. 

As the plane climbed into the sky, the 



weather got rougher and the young 
woman looked worried. Flash reached 
up and held onto the shelf above her 
seat. "Just some turbulence. Nothing to 
worry about really." He paused. "By 
the way, my name's Flash. Flash Gor- 
don." 

"My name's Dale Arden. I'm a travel 
agent. I feel so foolish. Here I am in the 
travel business and I'm afraid of fly- 
ing." 

Just then, the plane lurched violently 
as if a hand from the sky had whacked 
it. Dale turned white. "Talk to me, 
please. Get my mind off this!" 

Flash tried to soothe her. 

"I'm taking flying lessons. Some- 
times the air rises under clouds and you 
get a little . . ." Flash stared out the 
window. 

"What is it? What's the matter?" Dale 
looked through her porthole. 

The sun was an orb of blazing red 
fire. Suddenly billowing waves of black 
clouds rolled across the sky. Then the 
darkness parted and terrifying bolts of 
lightning lit up the inside of the plane. 

In the cockpit, the pilot tried to keep 
the plane level, but painful electricity 
raced through his body, and he 
couldn't move. Then without warning 
the portholes on either side of the 
cockpit blew out. The co-pilot felt a 
similar pain and slumped unconscious 
next to the captain. Immediately the 
bodies of the pilot and the co-pilot were 
sucked through the open portholes out 
into the cold, ominous darkness. 

Flash rushed to the cockpit. Sliding 
into a seat and grabbing the bucking 
wheel yoke, he pulled it back with all 
his might. 

"Hydraulic's gone," he said to Dale, 
who slid into the seat beside him. 
"Grab that other wheel. Help me pull 
her up!" 



□ Flash and Dale were not the only 
ones aware of strange happenings 
in the atmosphere. Below them, in a 
glass greenhouse, which housed a se- 
cret laboratory, a brilliant, dynamic and 
irascible scientist, Dr. Hans Zarkov, 
was awakened by his assistant, Mun- 
son. 

"Dr. Zarkov. It's eight twenty-four in 
the morning and there's no sun!" 

The scientist jumped up from his cot. 
No time to brush his teeth now. He had 
to save the earth! 

He raced to his console. The lights 
flickered, the screen faded. He read the 
printout and shouted, "The moon is out 
of orbit; by more than twelve degrees! I 
knew I was right. It's an attack!" 

For months Zarkov had been aware 
of cosmic forces gathering strength in 
outer space. He had pinpointed the 
forces with the extremely sensitive de- 
vices he had invented. But no one 
would listen to him. 

He slammed his fist into his hand. 
"But I've got the information I need. 
I've got the coordinates that give me the 
direction of the energy beam's source. 
Munson, this is what we've been wait- 
ing for. We'll go up and counterattack 
them. For years I've been working on 
my space capsule. Now I'll finally have 
a chance to use it!" 

Munson stared. "You're crazy! I'm 
not going up in that!" 

Nodding as if he expected this reac- 
tion, Zarkov opened a drawer and 
pulled out a revolver. "I can't handle 
the capsule alone. Get your toothbrush, 
Munson. You're going on a trip to the 
stars!" 

But before Munson could move, they 
heard a horrendous crash outside the 
greenhouse. That sounds like a plane, 
Zarkov thought. Munson raced for the 



door, but before he could get out, the 
plane smashed through the glass, 
crushing Munson beneath its terrific 
weight before sliding to a stop just in 
front of Dr. Zarkov. 

Flash kicked open the cockpit emer- 
gency exit. 

Zarkov stepped forward and said 
calmly, "Good morning. Are you in- 
jured?" 

Forgetting the scratch on his fore- 
head, Flash looked over at Dale and 
said, "Lord knows why, but it seems 
we're not." 

"A miracle. I expect you'd like to use 
my phone." 

"Thanks, I would," Flash said. 

Zarkov smiled and pointed to the 
ramp leading into the capsule. "Please, 
right in there." 

Not realizing they were inside a space 
capsule, Flash and Dale searched wide- 
eyed for a telephone. Three cushioned 
black chairs with straps were bolted to a 
white control stand. Flash glanced at 
the instruments on the control panel. 
They were similar to but more intricate 
than those on a plane. It was impossi- 
ble, but he had the sinking feeling that 
he knew exactly into what kind of 
apparatus he and Dale had stepped. 

They turned to face the stranger lean- 
ing in the doorway. Dale, pale despite 
her excitement, exclaimed, "You're Dr. 
Hans Zarkov! I saw you on television." 
She turned to Flash. "Don't you re- 
member? He's the scientist who kept 
saying there'd be an attack on the 
earth!" 

"Enough!" said Zarkov. He pointed 
the gun at them. 

"Are you crazy?" Flash asked, raising 
his hands. 

"Unfortunately, not. The attack has 
begun. I estimate we have eleven days 



before our moon crashes down and 
destroys us. I need help during the 
launching." 

"In what?" Flash asked, trying to stall 
for time. 

"In this. My space capsule, my great- 
est invention. In just a few minutes, 
we'll be taking off." 

"For where?" Dale asked. 

"Up there. We are being attacked 
from the stars. I need one person to 
hold down that red pedal during blast- 
off." 

Which one? thought Zarkov. He 
pointed the revolver at Dale. "You're 
the lighter of the two. Sit down in the 
end seat." He turned to Flash: "You can 
leave. Tell the world what Hans Zarkov 
has done." 

"Well, I guess I'll be running along," 
Flash said. He took a step toward the 
exit, then whirled and threw himself at 
Zarkov. "Run!" he shouted to Dale. Of 
course she did not. 



Zarkov side-stepped Flash and, 
swinging around, smashed him on the 
back of the head with the revolver. 
Quickly he pulled shut his capsule 
door. 

With Flash too dazed to fight him, 
Zarkov reached for a giant lever. "Sit!" 
he shouted. "Keep a foot on the red 
pedal or the G-forces will kill us all!" 

Wow, he's really dedicated, thought 
Flash. 

The capsule began shaking like a 
Cadillac moving down a steep hill with 
its emergency brake stuck. The engines 
rumbled and the broken glass of the 
greenhouse shook as if the earth were 
moving. 

Zarkov, who had already strapped 
himself in, shouted, "The red pedal! 
The red pedal!" 

The capsule was taking off! 

Without thinking, Flash extended his 
foot and stamped on the red pedal. 
Flash did not realize it, but he had 
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activated the mechanism which pro- 
duced a force field to help protect them 
from the murderous pull of gravity. The 
three passengers, their systems in 
shock from the rapid ascent into space, 
slumped into unconsciousness. 

The tiny spaceship sailed out of the 
earth's orbit and into outer space. The 
capsule floated through mists of yellow, 
purple, salmon and sapphire. Meteors. 
Tiny asteroids. Clouds of space gas. All 
floated around them as the cosmic force 
attacking Earth drew the capsule stead- 
ily toward its distant universe. 

After a long, long time, the tiny 
capsule glided into the misty air of a 
strange planet that lay in the eye of an 
ancient cosmic whirlpool. The capsule 
slowed until the invisible rays which 
controlled it from afar set it down on 
the surface of the planet. 



The sleeping passengers did not 
know it but they had arrived on the 
planet Mongo, the seat of the Ruler of 
the Universe. 




Flash rubbed his eyes and 
breathed deeply. He unbuckled 
his seat belt and looked at Dale. Her 
eyelids fluttered. 

"Wake up. We're okay," he said 
softly. "We're on the ground, I think." 

Zarkov chuckled as he released him- 
self from his seat belt. "God knows 
where we are. My landing program 
never fired. Someone brought us here 
under ground control." 

Flash whistled silently, his mind sud- 
denly bursting with excitement and 



ideas. He controlled himself. "You're 
saying there are people here. . .?" 

"There's something here." Zarkov 
looked up and exclaimed, "Zounds!" 
for they were being approached by a 
contingent of aliens dressed in military 
uniforms. 

"Great Scott," Zarkov said. "We're 
the first human beings to ever see 
extraterrestrials!" 

Flash spied the leader of the advanc- 
ing soldiers. Grinning, he stepped out 
of the capsule, holding out his right 
hand. "We're from Earth. Friends." 

The leader held up a strange device 
and pressed a button. 

The space travelers immediately 
sensed powerful, sinister forces in the 
atmosphere, as if the leader had sum- 
moned them forth. A white burst of 
smoke appeared and a disembodied 



hand moved from out of the smoke and 
encircled its cold fingers around Flash's 
throat. 

The leader pressed the button a sec- 
ond time. A blue ray stabbed out to- 
ward the hand, then disappeared as the 
hand wrestled Flash to the ground. 

Dale and Zarkov slowly raised their 
hands, hoping this was a universal 
gesture of surrender. 

The leader said, "You are prisoners of 
Ming." 

The three were instructed to sit in the 
back of a pneumatic vehicle, which 
moved over the desolate countryside 
toward a splendid golden city, the only 
sign of civilization they could see. 

They landed in front of a large palace 
in the center of the city. Flash, Zarkov 
and Dale glanced at one another. They 
knew without saying anything that 



they were entering the kingdom of this 
Ming, whoever he was. 

Awaiting them at the palace was a 
squadron of soldiers. A red-robed 
leader motioned for them to walk 
ahead. On the way, they passed some 
weird-looking creatures who paid them 
little attention, except for three hissing 
green lizard men, who turned to glare 
at them with their beady eyes. Dale 
shivered. 

They entered a corridor which led up 
to the large doors of a circular entrance 
way. Dale gripped Flash's arm. The 
captives sensed that beyond those 
doors they would come face to face 
with Ming. 

A buzzing echoed throughout the 
corridor. A panel dilated open in the 
center of a door, and through it flew a 
shiny golden globe topped with two 
antennae. The panel contracted and 
closed; the buzzing ceased. The globe 
hovered before the captives. An imper- 





sonal voice emanated from a tiny grille: 
"Prisoners — march!" 

"Let's not argue with it," Flash said, 
thinking to himself, not yet. 

"I'm positive that this Ming character 
is responsible for the attack on Earth," 
said Zarkov. 

"I believe you," said Dale. "And my 
faith in anyone here listening to reason 
is leaving me fast." 

The globe guided the captives 
through the crowd of Ming's subjects 
gathered in the main palace hall and 
took them to a small platform in the 
rear. 

Without warning, a howling wind 
swept through the palace hall. A pro- 
cession of majestic figures emerged 



from the circular opening beside the 
throne. An officer on the platform 
bowed. "Hail, Klytus!" he shouted. 

Klytus, a fearsome figure in black 
with a terrifying gold-metal face, held 
up his hand, exposing a golden glove 
that extended far beyond his wrist; he 
called out in an impersonal, toneless 
voice, "Hail, Ming the Merciless, Right- 
ful Ruler of the Universe!" 

Ming strode through the opening. 
Flash felt the cold clutches of fear grip 
his heart. Dale tensed beneath his arm 
and Zarkov inhaled sharply. 

"What is first on the agenda for us 
today?" asked Ming. 

Klytus turned toward the court. "The 
tribute of the Hawkmen will be first!" 
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The people of the court parted to 
make way for the Hawkmen approach- 
ing the throne. The leader was Vultan, 
Prince of the Hawkmen. 

Halting at a respectful distance before 
the throne, his chest swelling with 
pride, Vultan proclaimed in a resound- 
ing bass: "The fabled Ice Jewel of Frigia! 
We seized it in battle from the royal 
crypt. ,, Vultan raised the Ice Jewel 
above his head so all could see the 
Hawkmen's tribute. 

Immediately a voice cried out, 
"Stop!" and Prince Barin of the Tree- 
men stepped forward, his sword raised. 
"The Ice Jewel is our tribute, not Vul- 
tan' s! Vultan stole it from us while we 
were burying our dead on Frigia!" 

Vultan's only reply was to draw his 
broadsword from its scabbard and at- 
tack Prince Barin. 

"Oh, put up your weapons," Klytus 
said with an air of irritation, as if he 
were speaking to naughty children. 
"Nobody dies in the palace but by the 
Emperor's command!" 




Barin instantly spun on his heel, sa- 
luted with his sword, bowed, and said, 
"Hail, Ming!" He sheathed his sword. 
Grumbling, Vultan did likewise. 

After Barin and the Treemen had 
bowed a second time and were with- 
drawing into the crowd, Klytus said, 
"You owe the Emperor something else 
this year, Vultan." 

The prince of the Hawkmen hesitated 
before replying. "Not yet. My daughter 
is still only twelve." 

"Have you brought Rima?" Klytus 
asked. 

A young Hawkgirl walked toward 
the throne. 

Ming said, indifferently, "We will 
keep her." 

The pale skin of Rima's face flushed 
red with fear. "Oh, no! Please, please!" 
Then, realizing that an appeal to Ming 
would do no good, she turned to Vul- 
tan. "Father, . . . can't you . . . ?" She 
embraced him, sobbing loudly, her 
wings trembling. 



Vultan stroked her hair. "Ming has 
spoken, child. He . . . honors us." But 
the hatred blazing in his dark eyes as he 
stared at the Emperor revealed how he 
really felt. 

The golden globe whirred above the 
people of the court and halted directly 
over Vultan's head. 

Rima walked expressionless toward a 
group of women standing near the 
platform. 

Quivering with resentment at Ming's 
cold-heartedness, Flash mumbled, 
"This Ming is a psycho!" 

The globe above them repeated for all 
to hear: "THIS MING IS A PSYCHO!" 

"Who said that?" Klytus demanded. 

"THE FAIR-HAIRED PRISONER," 
said the globe. 

Ming turned to Klytus and pointed to 
the captives. "Come forward." 

As he walked forward, Flash looked 
Ming square in the eye. They halted in 
front of Ming and Flash squeezed 
Dale's hand. Ming leaned backward 
and stared at them as if his mere gaze 
could turn the weak into ashes. 

"Who are you?" Klytus asked. 

Flash presented them with his num- 
ber four smile, the one he used during 
pre-season interviews. "I'm Flash Gor- 
don. Quarterback, New York Jets." 

Dale swallowed audibly, then she, 
too, smiled. "Dale Arden, Your High- 
ness. Live and let live — that's my 
motto." 

Zarkov cleared his throat. "My name 
is Hans Zarkov. I'm a scientist. I kid- 
napped them here in an effort to save 
our planet, Earth." 

Ming looked at Klytus. 

"That is the planet we were toying 
with earlier in an effort to relieve your 
boredom, Sire." 

Ming nodded. 

"But why?" Zarkov asked. "We're 



only interested in friendship. Why do 
you attack us?" 

"Why not?" asked Ming. 

Suddenly Ming seemed to lose all 
interest in the conversation. He stared 
at Dale. He spoke softly, calmly. "Come 
closer; let Us see you." 

Dale tensed, took a step backward 
and looked at Ming as if he were a 
rattler in the desert. 

Ming turned his hand so his jeweled 
rings faced Dale. He pressed a near- 
microscopic button and a yellow beam 
shone from the jewel of his middle 
finger and bathed her in its light. She 
immediately relaxed, her shoulders 
slumped, her arms dropped to her sides 
and her eyes closed. She seemed totally 
under Ming's control. 

Ming released the button on the ring 
and the yellow glow instantly disap- 
peared. Dale, flushed and shaken, 
stumbled as if she was about to fall. 
Flash grabbed her shoulders. 

"What happened to me?" she asked 
Flash. 

"I don't know." 

A beautiful young woman in royal 
dress came and stood between Ming 
and Klytus. She stared at Flash. "Don't 
kill him yet, Father. He is interesting. 
Give him to me." 

Ming permitted himself the trace of a 
smile. "What would your Prince Barin 
say?" 

"Never mind Barin. Please." 

"Really, Aura. This is none of your 
business. I refuse." 

Aura looked annoyed as Ming moved 
toward the edge of the platform. He 
pointed to Dale. "Remove the Earth 
woman." 

Though his chest had suddenly be- 
come numb, Flash stepped between 
Dale and Ming. "Forget it, Buster! She's 
with me!" 



Ming the Merciless, Ruler of the Uni- 
verse, looked to Klytus, who looked to 
the officer on the platform, who ges- 
tured to the dark shadows. A dozen 
lumbering guards moved forward. 

Dale stood next to Flash. When he 
told her to stay back, she shouted, "I'm 
a New York girl! I took karate at the 
T!" And with that she rushed at the 
nearest guard, and downed him with a 
flying kick leap. 

Flash raced forward and urged a 
guard to attack him. "Come on, you 
ugly brute. Let's see you fight someone 
your size who fights back. Let's see 
what you do against an American quar- 
terback!" 

A guard rushed forward and kicked 
Flash, knocking him down. As Flash 
struggled to his feet, two guards grabbed 
Flash from behind and forced him into 
the midst of the pack. Two more guards 
punched him below the belt. 

With Flash occupied, another guard 
picked up a struggling Dale and began 
to carry her off. Zarkov tried to stop 
him without success. 

"Flash," Zarkov yelled. He grabbed a 
large oval bowl the shape of a football, 
and waved it at Flash. 

That was all the inspiration Flash 
needed. With a mighty heave, he threw 
off the guards holding him. Zarkov 
looped a pass high in the air, and Flash 
caught it on the run. With the bowl 
tucked under his arm, he took off down 
the palace hall, slamming his way 
through a line of guards knocking them 
flying. Then he turned sharply and 
with a high punt kicking motion, he 
downed another group of guards. 

Zarkov and Vultan cheered from the 
sidelines. They both roared with laugh- 
ter, as Vultan stuck out a foot and 
tripped a guard headed for Flash. 

"CEASE!" A loud voice echoed 
through the hall. "There shall be no 






more violence in the court today." 
Klytus said with authority. 

He looked to Dale. "If you do not 
surrender, I shall order Gordon slain at 
once!" He pointed to the golden globe 
over Flash's head. "Which shall it be? 
The pink gas, which will merely put 
him to sleep for a time, or the purple 
gas, which shall send him on his final 
journey?" 

Dale reluctantly placed her arms at 
her sides and lowered her head. Zarkov 
walked to her, put his arm around her 
shoulders in an attempt to comfort her. 

The globe sprayed a burst of pink gas 
directly into Flash's face. He was out 
instantly, his eyes remaining open like 
one dead. Ming raised his hands for 
silence. "Take the scientist to be con- 
ditioned by the Imperial Police," Ming 
said. "Klytus, you will supervise." 

Ming pointed his jeweled hand at 
Flash. "This one has defied us before 
our subjects. We order him disposed of 
by Public Execution. Tonight." 





I Flash awoke in darkness. He felt 
the chains digging into his w rists. 
His feet strained to hold up his weight 
on the slimy dungeon floor. 

He heard the scraping of metal shoes 
against the floor, the rustling of robes. 
A disinterested voice asked, "Have you 
any final request?" 

"Let me see Dale!" 

"Of course. How predictable. How 
droll." Klytus clapped his hands, creat- 
ing a hollow clanking noise. "Bring in 
the woman!" 

Moments later, Dale stood before 
him. Her eyes were misty, she was on 
the verge of tears. Flash managed to 
grin . . . "You look great." 

Dale turned to Klytus. 

"You have until the sand runs up." 
Klytus walked to a shelf and turned 
over a large hourglass. The sand ran 
upward from the partially filled bottom 
to the empty top. 

"No kidding, you look great," Flash 
said. 

"It's the eye makeup. I hope I re- 
member the trick when I wake up. This 
isn't happening," Dale declared. "We're 
not here. It's just a bad dream." 



"We'll wake up in Maine any minute 
and have a laugh about this," Flash 
said. 

"What if we're wrong, Flash?" 

"We can't be," he insisted. 

"What if this isn't a dream?" 

Suddenly Dale shivered, and she 
looked at the hourglass. "Klytus! 
You're making the sands flow faster!" 

"I am truly sorry," Klytus said, 
yawning. "But I just remembered an 
important appointment." 

Dale rushed to the hourglass and 
tried to lift it. When she realized her 
efforts were doomed to failure, despite 
the fact that Klytus had lifted it with 
ease, she ran back to Flash, tears pour- 
ing down her face. 



□ As the court filed into their seats 
for the execution, Aura waited for 
her father near the Royal Box. She 
acknowledged no one. Her thoughts 
were mysterious. She did not notice the 
imperial presence of her father until he 
had been standing next to her for sev- 




eral moments. "Father! You startled 
me!" 

"Come," he said, holding her fingers 
in his palm as he walked, "it is time for 
us to watch the execution." 

As Aura and her father entered, the 
court applauded. The spotlight moved 
away from them and whipped up the 
aisle, catching Flash Gordon, escorted 
by two hooded guards, slowly walking 
toward his doom. 

Flash's hands were bound by elec- 
tronically sealed cuffs. 

Aura watched as Flash glanced up- 
ward, where Dale and Zarkov, flanked 
by two red-robed soldiers, stood behind 
unbreakable, soundproof glass. 

Aura looked at her father. "Look!" 
Aura said. "Water is leaking from her 
eyes! Is that what they call tears?" 

"It's a sign of their weakness," re- 
plied Ming. 

The doors to the chamber opened. 

A slow drumbeat began. 

The guards escorted Flash into the 
chamber. They strapped his chest and 
legs to the chair, freed him of the cuffs, 
and fastened his arms. A black hood 
was lowered over his face. A doctor 



entered quickly and injected fluid into 
Flash's arm. This will help you on your 
way," he whispered. Then they all left 
and the door was sealed shut. Klytus 
walked out holding a black hand- 
kerchief. He stopped beside the cham- 
ber, then looked at Ming. 

Ming nodded. Klytus dropped the 
handkerchief. > 

A technician off-stage pushed but- 
tons and pulled levers. 

A purple vapor totally obscured 
Flash. The people of the court ap- 
plauded politely, and Aura felt a funny 
little tingling throughout her entire 
body. 





Ming, on the other hand, threw back 
his head and laughed. Flash Gordon 
was dead! 



□ The coffin rested on a metal stand 
in a room near the stoves where 
the Mongian dead were cremated. A 
small creature wiped the glass coffin 
clean of fingerprints with a hand- 
kerchief. He looked up to see Aura 
enter the private room. She brought the 
doctor with her. 

Aura snapped her fingers several 
times. "Get out, get out, get out!" she 
said to the creature. 

Aura opened the coffin lid with a red 
beam shining from her ring. She stared 
at Flash's body, covered with a black 
shroud. "Hurry!" she said. 

The doctor took a loaded injection 
gun from the medicine bag. "Do you 
realize what happens to me if I'm found 
out?" 



"You won't be," Aura said automat- 
ically. "Just do as I say. Now!" 

Aura pulled the shroud away. The 
doctor fired the injection into Flash's 
arm. 

"There we are. I think he'll be just 
fine." The doctor retrieved his bag and 
left her. 

Aura kissed Flash, which caused him 
to stir. 

He whispered, "Where am I?" 

She placed her hands behind her 
back. "You've risen from the dead. I 
saved you. Quickly, before they come 
to cremate you. Put on this uniform." 

Aura escorted Flash to a conveyer 
belt in a seemingly endless tunnel, with 
walls that were white, smooth and 
curved. 

"Where are you taking me?" he 
asked. 

"To the moon Arboria." 

"Arboria? I don't want to go to any 
moon. I've got to rescue my friends and 
save the Earth." 

Flash suddenly caught a glimpse of a 
cylindrical machine through one of the 
soundproof windows they passed. 
What he saw caused him to grip Aura's 
shoulder and squeeze hard. 

In the lab, Zarkov lay strapped to a 
table, the tip of the cylindrical machine 
less than a yard from his nose. With 
Zarkov were Ming, Klytus, a techni- 
cian, and Kala, a general in the secret 
Police. She was dressed in a splendid 
black-and-gold uniform. 

Frozen with horror, Flash started to- 
ward the doorway. 

Aura pulled him back. "There's 
nothing you can do for him now. 
You've got to go to Arboria." 

Inside the lab, Ming turned to Klytus. 
"Proceed with it." 

"What are you going to do to me?" 
asked the pale scientist. He feared the 
truth as much as he feared ignorance. 



Perhaps there was a faint note of glee 
in Klytus's voice as he replied, "We 
shall empty your mind." 

"No! Don't do that!" Dr. Zarkov said 
in alarm. 

Klytus nodded at the technician. "Be- 
gin." 

The green radiation dancing between 
the metal bands amplified. A loud 
crackling drowned all other noises. A 
purple ray oozed from the tip of a 
cylindrical device. It seemed to draw 
substance from him. 

As Klytus unfastened the last of the 
straps holding Zarkov to the table, he 
asked, "What is your name?" 

"Hans Zarkov, Agent Number 2133 
of the Imperial Anti-Insurgent Es- 
pionage Group." The Earth scientist 
saluted with a raised fist, "Hail Ming!" 

"Good. Good," said Klytus. The 
Earthling now belongs to us. 




□ The ebony night on Mongo was 
ending when Flash and Aura 
soared through veils of sky in Aura's 
rocket. 

Once airborne, Aura put the flier on 
automatic pilot. Satisfied, she pressed a 
button and three metal bars descended 
on two rods; Aura maneuvered them 
until they slipped over her head. 
Squirming, she closed her eyes and 
concentrated. 

Flash blurted out, "What's that?" 

Aura sighed. "A thought amplifier. 
You don't have to say anything. You 
just communicate through thinking. 
I'm going to call up Barin." 

Flash looked toward the ceiling. He 
saw the amplifier over his head. "Well! 
I think I'll tune in on Dale." 

Dale, imprisoned in Ming's chamber, 
tossed about on a circular bed of silk 
pillows and silk sheets, wondering 
what to do. She was surrounded by a 
group of Mongian women. Silently she 
cried for Flash. 



She was trying to block out the chat- 
ter of the women when she heard Flash 
calling to her inside her head. 

I'm with you, Dale. Just concentrate and 
think to me! 

Can this be real? I saw you executed, 
Dale thought. 

J was saved, I tell you, thought Flash, 
desperate to convince her. I'm still alive. 

Oh, thank goodness, thought Dale, 
nearly swooning. 

Are you okay? Flash needed to know. 

Ym terrific. I'm a prisoner in Ming's 
chambers. 

"We are leaving you now." A voice 
broke through into Dale's con- 
sciousness. "What?" she asked. 

Hang up, Dale thought to Flash. I've 
got to go\ 

"You will be alone now to rest. 
Hedonia will bring you some refresh- 
ment," one of the women said. 

They all went out and a girl wearing a 
gold gown entered the room carrying a 
tray. "I am pleased to inform you that 




his Imperial Majesty shall grace you 
with his presence soon. In the mean- 
time, you are to wait. I have with me a 
potion that will relax you." 

Sitting, Hedonia offered Dale a gob- 
let. Dale took it but did not drink. 

"Would you care for a sip?" asked 
Dale. "I can't drink it all by myself." 

With trembling fingers, Hedonia took 
the goblet. "I shouldn't," but she sip- 
ped it, then paused. As she started to 
take another sip, Dale tilted the chalice, 
forcing her to take larger and larger 
gulps. "Bottoms up, Hedonia." 

In a few minutes, Hedonia was so 
drowsy that she didn't even notice that 
Dale was exchanging clothes with her. 
Soon Ming would discover that he had 
been foiled by a mere Earthling! 

Wearing the shimmering gold gown, 
Dale tiptoed down a corridor. 

Spotting a guard, Dale slipped be- 
hind a partition. "Hey!" Dale shouted. 

Hefting his weapon, the guard 
walked beside the partition. Before he 



saw her, Dale stuck out her foot and 
tripped him. 

The guard slumped into uncon- 
sciousness and Dale picked up his 
weapon and ran down the corridor. A 
second guard approached. Dale fired. 

She approached the next intersection. 
She peered cautiously around the cor- 
ner. "Zarkov!" She ran to him. "Thank 
heavens it's you!" 

"Easy, Dale. Rest a minute." 

She told Zarkov the astounding 
news. "We've got to get out of here and 
find Flash! He's alive!" 



□ As Aura's spacecraft broke 
through an especially large stand 
of misty clouds, Flash saw Arboria for 
the first time. Tremendous roots and 
limbs tapering into nothingness rose 
from the light-green fog that screened 
the moon. Aura maneuvered her rocket 






through giant trees that formed the 
landscape on Arboria, and came in for a 
shaky landing among the huge 
branches. Flash let out a sigh of relief. 
"Whew! That was some landing!" 

As Aura descended from the flier, 
Prince Barin came forward. 

"You came!" Barin cried and smiled. 

"I've brought you a present," replied 
Aura teasingly. She looked back toward 
the flier and called out, "Flash!" 

When Barin saw Flash, he looked 
furious, but he managed to say, "You 
were executed." 

"I saved him," Aura said. "I want 
you to keep him here." 



"I'll keep Gordon all right! In my 
larder with the rest of my prisoners!" 
Following his signal, several Treemen 
rushed toward Flash and circled him 
with a row of naked blades. 

"No! I forbid it!" Aura said, forcibly 
preventing Barin from advancing upon 
his captive. "If you kill Flash, you'll 
never see me again!" 

Barin ceased all resistance. 

"Hiding Flash isn't so much if you 
really love me," she said. 

"You're asking me to play with fire." 




Across the blazing crimson sky of 
the city of Mongo flew a sky cycle, 
a round, finned disk with enough 
standing room for two people behind 
the control banks. Dale was fleeing with 
Zarkov. 

Dale turned to him and said, "Are 
you all right?" 

Zarkov laughed. "Never better. 
Klytus and Kala tried to wipe out my 
memory — dare I utter such an 
obscenity — they tried to dehumanize me 
and turn me into a Mongian agent. 
They thought they had succeeded. Ha! 

Ha!" Zarkov's laughter was lusty and 
bold. 

"As I was succumbing to that strange 
device, I began to recite from the boun- 
tiful works of mankind — Shakespeare, 
the Talmud, the formulas of Einstein, a 
Beatles song. Klytus didn't know that 
it's impossible to beat the human 
spirit!" 

Suddenly a dark shadow fell over 
them. Dale looked up and screamed as 
a Hawkman lifted her from the cycle. 
Another Hawkman lifted Zarkov, leav- 
ing the cycle to crash spectacularly 
against a mountainside. Dale screamed 



at the scientist, "Well, don't just hang 
there. Do something!" 




Flash faced Barin through a 
wooden cage suspended by vines 
hung by a pulley system. With him 
inside was a wounded Hawkman pris- 
oner and three Lizard Men who pawed 
uselessly at the wooden bars. 



Barin glared at the Earthling with 
hatred. 

"Prince, I'm not your enemy," Flash 
said calmly. "Ming is. You know it 
yourself. Ming's the enemy of every 
living creature in this system. Come on, 
Barin, what do you say? LET'S TEAM 
UP AND FIGHT HIM." 

Barin ignored him. "Lower them into 
the swamp!" he said to the Treeman 
operating the pulley system. 

Back up in his lair of branches, Prince 



Barin talked to Fico, a gaunt, bald Tree- 
man. 

"Why is it that I hate that blasted 
Gordon?" Barin mused. 

"Doesn't the Princess Aura and her 
interest in this Earthling have some- 
thing to do with it?" 

Jealousy taking over, Barin jumped 
up and yelled, "I'll kill Gordon now!" 

"And lose Princess Aura forever. 
Leave it to me. I have a way of getting 
Gordon killed without your being 
blamed." 

And with that, he headed down 
through the trees to the cage in the 



steamy swamp water, pretending to be 
a new prisoner. 

As the Treemen guards pushed Fico 
into the cage next to Flash, he laughed 
and called them names. 

"That's the spirit," Flash said. 
"There's always hope." 

"Better than hope," Fico said. "I stole 
a key to this cage." He held it up for 
Flash to see. "WeTl need weapons to 
cross the swamp. They're stored in the 
temple. Will you climb up with me?" 

"Will I! Let's go!" Flash helped the 
Hawkman get the best grip possible on 
the bars. Just before he and Fico opened 




the cage, he said, "Hold on, Hawkman. 
We'll be back." 

Flash and Fico crept quietly into the 
tree temple. 

"Where are the weapons?" Flash 
whispered eagerly. 

"Heh, heh, feel one," Fico replied, 
pressing the point of a double-edged 
blade to Flash's back. Then Flash heard 
the sound of men with swords ap- 
proaching. Fico had betrayed him. 

Prince Barin walked in and his men 
surrounded Flash. 

"You have trespassed in our temple, 
where only a Treeman may enter!" 



Barin said. "Any stranger who dares to 
enter must face the Wood Beast or die!" 

"What are you talking about?" Flash 
asked. 

"The Beast lies somewhere in this 
stump. At all times there are five safe 
openings. The Beast inhabits the sixth. 
Its venom contains a substance so poi- 
sonous that the merest scratch infects 
its victims with a bliss so joyous and 
magnificent that it drives them insane. I 
swear by the Great God Arbor," Barin 
went on confidently, "because of my 
word to Princess Aura, that I won't kill 
you — unless you beg me to. Are you 



scared? No? Well, then, let the test 
begin!" 

"If you're so sure of victory," Flash's 
eyes narrowed, "then why don't you 
try against me. How do you know your 
God Arbor isn't on my side?" Flash 
glared at Barin. "You first," he dared. 

Snorting once, Barin removed his 
glove, tucked it in his belt, and walked 
toward the Wood Beast. When he 
thrust his arm into a stump, he glared 
at Flash. He withdrew his arm with a 
triumphant air. 

Returning Barin's stare, Flash 
abruptly thrust his arm into a stump. 
He trembled when he removed it. 

Barin stuck in his arm up to the 
elbow. The creature hissed and 
growled, and Barin held his breath. But 
he pulled out his arm unharmed. 

Once again, Flash thrust his arm. 
Barin licked his lips as he anticipated 



the inevitable. Rarely did the Wood 
Beast wait four times before striking. 
The Prince controlled himself with diffi- 
culty when, despite the Beast's growl- 
ing, it was apparent the Earthling was 
safe. For the time being. 

"Second down," Flash said, wiping 
perspiration from his brow. "Your 
play." 

Barin shook his head. "No, yours." 

"Are you sure these are the rules?" 

"They've just been changed," Barin 
said grimly. 

With another nod, Barin indicated 
that Flash was to try another time. 
Flash thrust his arm into the stump. 

He gasped. The Wood Beast hissed. 
Flash's mouth twitched and for a mo- 
ment he had trouble retracting his arm. 
His hand covering his wrist where the 
wound should be, he whirled toward 
Barin. His eyes asked all the questions. 




"Death is certain/ 7 Barin said. "But 
only after tortured madness." 

"How . . . how long?" asked Flash. 

Barin smiled and shrugged. 
"Hours — or days. Depending on your 
strength. I think you could last, oh, 
maybe about two days. At least." 

Flash fell to his knees. "Please — end 
it now!" 

Barin slowly raised his sword. Flash 
suddenly pulled the Prince's legs out 
from under him. Barin lay stunned as 
Flash picked up the sword and held the 
tip at his throat. 

"I tricked you, Barin! There's no 
wound on my wrist. One move and 
your boys're going to be looking for a 
new prince." 

Flash raced to the edge of the temple 
platform, caught a vine, and slid down 
it as quickly as he dared. 

Inside the temple, before the Tree- 



man could react, Barin cried, "He's 
mine! I hunt him alone!" 

The vine ended twenty feet above the 
swamp. Wondering if he would strike 
land or water, Flash dropped through 
the murky green mists. He landed in a 
foot of particularly fetid liquid. 

Flash dashed through a maze of 
swirling green fog. Occasionally he 
paused, felt his heart pounding, and 
wondered how long he could continue 
running madly before he collapsed in 
an exhausted heap. 

Beyond loomed what appeared to be 
a large shallow pool. Near a huge trunk 
on the opposite side hung three vines. 
In grabbing for a vine, Flash stepped on 
what looked like a carpet of leaves over 
mud — and immediately sank to his 
waist in quicksand. 

Spotting some vines that led toward 
solid ground, he lunged for them, only 



to sink deeper. He had to lunge again. 
The quicksand was up to his shoulders 
when he realized that his only chance 
to grab the vines would be to dive 
under the quicksand. 

He found the vines and he pulled his 
head above the surface. With difficulty 
he pulled himself to dry land. 

Something big and blunt pressed 
against him, pushing him down. The 
slurping ground swelled up like a frog's 
bulging throat. Instinctively, he 
grabbed at what looked like a huge 
spiderleg before it weighed down his 
shoulder, and his free hand waved 
about until it too grasped a spiderleg. 
He snapped off the tip and, rolling 
over, tried to pierce the inflated belly. 

Standing on a gnarled root twice his 
height, Barin watched the struggle. 
Soon Flash Gordon would be shreds 
awaiting entry into the Sloth Spider's 
mouth. No, he would have to produce 
Gordon's body if Aura and Ming were 
to believe his story. He aimed his 



crossbow at the spider's stomach and 
fired the arrow. 

Flash listened as the arrow whizzed 
through the air and exploded in a 
shower of white sparks against the 
leathery stomach, deflating it like a 
stationary helium balloon. The legs im- 
mediately eased the pressure on Flash, 
allowing him to push himself to one 
end of the spider. 

Flash made ready to jump, but the 
spider's skin had folded over his feet. 

Barin reloaded his weapon. 

Suddenly a laser beam blasted the 
crossbow from Barin's hands. Barin and 
Flash turned to see a Hawkman 
perched on a limb, with several of his 
fellows hovering nearby. 

"Vultan wants a word with you, 
Barin." 

As the Hawkmen flew Flash and 
Prince Barin back to Vultan's Sky Pal- 
ace, one of Klytus's pilots in a transport 
flyer spotted them and reported their 
passage and destination to Klytus. 



I Prince Vultan squatted on his sil- 
i^H ver Royal Perch in the banquet 
room of the Sky Palace. Flash and Barin 
stood before him, flanked by guards. 

Barin exclaimed, "You'd sell me to 
Ming?" 

Vultan rolled his eyes. "Come on, 
Barin, do you actually expect mercy 
here? What would you do if I were 
captive in your kingdom?" 

Barin snorted disdainfully. "I would 
remind you of article Seventeen of 
Ming's Law. 'No captive Prince of 
Mongo shall be offered for ransom 
without the option of combat with an 
opponent of his choice.'" 

"Is that true, Luro?" Vultan asked his 
young lieutenant. 

"I'm afraid so, Vultan." 

"This is a damned nuisance," Vultan 
said. "Whom do you choose to fight?" 

Barin glared at Flash. "Him!" 

Before Flash could react, he saw sev- 
eral Hawkmen leading two familiar fig- 
ures into the banquet hall. 

"Dale! Zarkov!" Flash broke free and 
Dale and Flash ran into each other's 
arms. "Am I glad to see you!" Dale 
cried. 

Flash smiled bravely. "I've got to go 
now and fight Barin. But I'll be back 
soon, I hope." 

Luro struck the gong. Vultan pointed 
to the flat disk in the center of the Sky 
Palace and said loudly, "All right, I 
want you two to get out there and 
fight!" 

Barin followed Flash across a gang- 
plank onto the disk. Flash looked down 
at the bottomless skies below. He 
gulped. 

Biro, Vultan's third in command, 
threw two black whips between the 
men. "Let the combat begin!" Vultan 
proclaimed. "To the death!" 

Barin lunged for the whips. Flash 
smacked him with a right cross, making 



■ 



a direct hit on the nose. After they 
regained their footing, Barin hit back, 
striking Flash a glancing blow on the 
cheekbone. 

Flash and Barin stalked each other, 
waiting for an opening. Barin found his 
when Flash glanced at Dale to see if she 
was okay. Lunging forward, Barin 
grabbed a whip. 

Barin snapped his whip three meters 
to Flash's left. And two to Flash's right. 
He would have snapped it a third time, 
but his foot slipped and he was forced 
to steady himself. Even as he did so, 
Vultan manipulated the controls, caus- 
ing the disk to sway crazily like a saucer 
balanced on a juggler's stick. 

Though Flash flicked his whip at 
Barin, his only purpose was to hold off 
the Prince's relentless attack. He grab- 
bed at the tip of Barin's whip twice, 
each time clasping empty air. 

Suddenly Flash felt a leather snake 





twirl about the handle of his whip and 
bite into his fingers. He released it just 
as Barin jerked his and sent Flash's 
whip flying onto the disk. Barin 
paused, then kicked Flash's whip off 
the disk, deep into the bottomless sky. 
Shocked, Flash lunged forward and lost 
his balance. 



"This is boring!" Vultan proclaimed. 
He pressed a button which signaled 
that he wished to end the duel swiftly. 

Blunt-edged knives with sharp, 
spike-like points rose from the surface 
of the disk. When Vultan manipulated 
certain controls, the knives rose and fell 
in a chaotic pattern. 



The men half-rushed, half-slid to- 
ward each other on the tilting disk. 
Suddenly, Barin caught Flash in a terri- 
ble grip and bent him backward direct- 
ing his face toward the point of a knife. 

"Promise me something!'' Flash 
wheezed. 

"What?" 

"If you kill me, team up with Vultan 
and fight Ming." 

Barin' s only reply was renewed pres- 
sure, forcing Flash's face a centimeter 
nearer to the knife. 

"You've got to!" said Flash. "For 
your own sake!" 

Gradually, having more leverage, 
Barin continued to press Flash down- 
ward slowly but steadily. Barin's vic- 
tory seemed inevitable. 

Suddenly, Dale shouted, "Flash, I 
love you! And we have twelve hours 
left to save the Earth!" 

This was all the urging Flash needed. 
With a tremendous surge of energy, he 



rallied and pushed Barin back. 

Barin was amazed at Flash's strength. 
Then the disk tilted sharply, causing 
him to lose what remained of his 
foothold, sending him flying toward 
the edge. He landed belly- first, and was 
able to grab a knife near the edge of the 
disk. His other hand clawed at the slick 
surface. A panic unlike any he had ever 
known welled up inside him as he felt 
his feet, and then his legs, dangle over 
nothingness. 

Flash knew there was only one 
chance to save Barin, and though the 
Prince had tried to kill him but a mo- 
ment before, he did not hesitate. He 
knew that Barin was good at heart. He 
leapt toward the edge, grabbed the 
whip wrapped around the knife, and 
swung out, catching Barin by the wrist. 

For a long moment they stared at 
each other. Then, wide-eyed, Barin 
looked below. 

"Climb up my arm!" Flash said. 





"You've won!" boomed Vultan. "Let 
him fall!" 

Flash ignored the Hawkman Prince. 
"Quick! I can't hold you much longer!" 

Straining and pulling, Flash dragged 
Barin to safety and fell back exhausted. 
Then he held out his hand and the 
Treeman Prince clasped it. 

"Where you go, I follow!" Barin said. 
He leapt to his feet and shouted to the 
flabbergasted crowd, "There is some- 
thing higher than Ming's law!" 

Just as Barin opened his mouth to 
speak once more, sirens blared 
throughout the Sky Palace. 

Klytus's shuttlecraft docked and its 
doors opened. 

Klytus walked alone down the dock 
and into the banquet room. Klytus 
spoke. "Agent Zarkov, you will be liq- 
uidated for treachery. As for you, 
Prince Vultan, you will surrender these 
fugitives at once or the Imperial Fleet 
will blast your kingdom and your sub- 
jects to atoms." 



Klytus turned his cold white eyes on 
the green-clad Prince. 

"Princess Aura, under our expert per- 
suasion, has implicated you, Barin, in 
high treason. You are under arrest" — 
he gestured in an arc — "along with 
these Earthlings. A prison ship will be 
here shortly to take you away." 

Barin struck Klytus beneath his metal 
jaw, stunning him. Ignoring the pain in 
his fist, Barin grabbed Klytus and spun 
him about. "Here, Flash!" 

Flash scooped up Klytus, ran across 
the gangplank, and hurled him onto the 
disk as if he were a twenty-five kilo- 
gram sack of fertilizer. He landed on 
one of the protruding knives and in a 
few moments, the crafty Klytus was 
dead. 

Vultan knew that Ming would hold 
him responsible for the death of Klytus. 
He cried, "Into the air, my Hawkpeo- 
ple! Take everything you can carry! Fly 
for your lives!" 

The Sky Palace became a scene of 



pandemonium, as winged people scur- 
ried or flew about, some to the skies, 
others to retrieve their belongings from 
the nest areas. 

His clawed weapon in hand, Vultan 
turned to Flash. "You young hothead! 
You've brought down destruction on 
my kingdom!" 

Barin stepped between Flash and the 
Hawkman. "No, Vultan, he has shown 
us the way. Stand with us and fight!" 

"You're all mad! My only duty is to 
save my Hawkpeople," Vultan said, 
turning to his troops. "Evacuate! Fly!" 

"Wait!" Flash said. "Take us with 
you." 

Vultan shook his head. "There's al- 
ready much more than we can carry. 
Impossible." 



Barin said, "You're leaving us to die!" 

In less than five minutes the entire 
Sky Palace population had fled, leaving 
behind an extremely untidy banquet 
room and four stranded ex-prisoners. 

Suddenly, they heard a roaring so 
loud it drowned out the wind. The 
Earthlings rushed to a balcony to see 
four huge fliers break through the 
clouds and move toward the Sky Pal- 
ace. 

Flash and Zarkov stared at each 
other, knowing there was no time dur- 
ing which to attempt an escape. 

Arriving at the Sky Palace, Ming or- 
dered Barin, Zarkov, and Dale Arden 
placed on a space shuttle. Then he 
faced Flash. 

"What if I granted you a kingdom?" 



Ming rested an elbow on a palm, strok- 
ing his moustache with his free thumb 
and forefinger. 
"If you what?" 

"Ming the Merciless, Rightful Ruler 
of the Universe, here and now offers 
Flash Gordon a Kingdom of Mongo to 
rule over as his own." 

"You're as crazy as a bedbug. Why 
would you do that?" 

The Emperor divested himself of his 
imperial manner as much as he dared. 
His smile was an unsuccessful attempt 
to breach the social barriers between 
them. "I confess it: you fascinate me. 
I've never before met anyone like you. 
You're a hero." 

"What about Dale?" 

Ming drew himself to his full height. 
"We have decided to marry her." He 
shrewdly assessed Flash's expression. 
"You prefer death to a kingdom?" 

Flash nodded grimly. 

"As you wish," said Ming. "We shall 
return to the Imperial Rocket," he said 
to the hooded guards. "Leave the 
Earthling here to his doom." 

From the Imperial Rocket, Zarkov 
and Dale watched the Sky Palace gradu- 
ally recede in the blue and purple skies. 
They ignored Ming's presence. 

"Amazing," Zarkov said, as the Sky 
Palace lurched to one side and then 
began to wobble like a poorly thrown 



Frisbee. 

Suddenly the entire palace was lost in - 
a blaze of red and yellow. It was about 
to blow apart. 

Dale turned to Ming. "You mur- 
derer!" she exclaimed. 



□ Flash was on his knees construct- 
ing a parachute from a curtain 
when the abrupt swaying of the Sky 
Palace knocked him off the platform. 
He grabbed a bar, pulled himself into a 
hole, and found himself sliding down a 
tubular silver chute, unable to halt or 
even slow his fall. / hope there's some 
laundry down there so I have a soft landing, 
he thought. 

The chute took him to a launching 
dock. Holding onto the sill he had 
grabbed to break his fall, Flash realized 
he was seeing a rocket cycle, probably 
used by friendly visitors of the Hawk- 
man Kingdom. He had never before 
seen one and he had no idea of how to 
fly it. But he thanked the stars he was a 
fast learner. 

Maintaining his balance with diffi- 
culty as he crossed the floor, he strad- 
dled the cycle, supporting himself by 
leaning against a metal bar. He gunned 
the engine. The force of the cycle's kick, 



combined with the violent lurching of 
the palace, sent him flying against the 
wall. He pulled himself back onto the 
cycle and gunned it again, this time 
prepared for its kick. Exhaling bolts of 
flame so hot their color was pink, the 
cycle slid down its short track. 

Unnoticed by anyone, Flash was a 
kilometer away from the Sky Palace 
when it exploded. 

On the forest moon of Arboria, Vul- 
tan was sitting on a limb feeling guilty 
about leaving the others behind when 
he heard a familiar voice. "Flash Gor- 
don to Vultan; do you read me? May- 
day! Mayday!" 

The Prince of the Hawkmen looked 
about and smiled with relief. He spoke 
into a wrist communicator. "This is 
Vultan. I read you! Where are you?" 

"Flying blind on a rocket cycle." 

"We're in Arboria. Ml send you a 
homing beam." 



□ Sitting on a bed of pillows, Dale 
Arden decided that she had no 
choice but to surrender to a wretched 
life with Ming. Flash was dead. Zarkov 
and Barin were in prison. 

The doors to the chamber opened. 
Two red-robed guards threw Aura, 
daughter of Ming the Merciless, onto 
the bed of pillows. 

Enraged at Aura for betraying Flash, 
Dale pulled back her arm, ready to hit 
out at Aura. 

"Dale, stop! I'm on your side. I'm 
going to be exiled to Frigia in the 
morning!" 

"Liar! I don't believe you. It's a 
trick," she said woodenly. 

"Is this a trick? Could water come 
from my eyes if my heart hadn't 
changed?" 




Dale leaned over and touched the 
tears flowing down Aura's cheeks. 

"I've been such a spoiled fool, Dale. I 
never knew how bad my father was 
until he let Klytus use the Bore Worms 
to make me reveal where Flash was in 
hiding." 

"I believe you, Aura, but I don't trust 
you. You have Ming's blood in your 
veins. You'll be cozying up with him 
again in the morning." 

"Not if you give him this." She 



pulled a black compact from her pocket. 
"It's a deadly poison. Drop this into his 
chalice!" 

At that moment, the door opened 
again. Flanked by two guards, Hedonia 
entered. 

"Follow us," -she said to Dale. "It is 
time to prepare you for marriage to 
Ming." 

Her lower lip trembling, Dale 
grabbed Aura's wrist. "I'm lost. 
Nothing can save me now!" 



I A rocket cycle tore through the 
HH shimmering veils and swirling col- 
ors of the Mongian sky. Flash Gordon 
maneuvered it through the winds. It 
shot forward dangerously, but he held 
the controls securely. 

On Mongo, Kala paced up and down 
the rows of monitors. "General Kala," 
announced the colonel from Battle Con- 
trol, who had just appeared on her 
telescreen. "Flash Gordon is approach- 
ing. 

"What!" she exclaimed. 

"Yes, on a Hawkman rocket cycle. 
Shall I inform His Majesty?" 

"Fool. The Emperor would shoot you 
for interrupting his wedding with this 
news. Dispatch the War Rocket Ajax to 
destroy him and bring back his body." 

The Ajax was launched immediately 
and started firing at the rocket cycle. 
Flash flew recklessly on a zigzag path 
toward a huge red-tinged cloud hang- 
ing in the sky. Laser beams from the 
Ajax flew around Flash. He knew that it 
was only a matter of time before one hit 
him or the rocket cycle. He had to reach 
the safety of that cloud fast. 

The Captain of the War Rocket Ajax 
did not realize that Flash had set him- 
self up as a decoy. He wanted the Ajax 
to follow him into the cloud because 
waiting above it was an army of hover- 
ing Hawkmen, spread out across the 
sky in magnificent formation. They 
were armed with Mongian explosives, 
lasers, clubs and swords, but most of all 
with courage. 



As the Ajax broke through the cloud, 
the first squad of Hawkmen attacked it 
with a vengeance. They landed on the 
war rocket's fins and tried to break 
through into the Ajax. But the soldiers 
inside the war rocket had superior 
weaponry and many a Hawkman fell 
from the sky, his wings burning from 
the scorching heat of the laser blasts. 

The Hawkmen were taking a beating. 
Tough, old Biro crawled along the fin of 
the war rocket, carrying an explosive 
device that would blow up the 
bulkhead and allow the Hawkmen to 
get inside. He planted the device and 
then grasped his side, nearly rolling off 
the fin. 

"Biro's been hit!" Flash exclaimed. 
"I'm going in!" He revved up his cycle 
and roared through the remaining 
wisps of red cloud. 

"Attack!" cried Vultan to the remain- 
ing Hawkmen. "Dive, my Hawkmen, 
dive!" 

As the Hawkmen flew in, Flash 



pulled Biro out of the way just as the 
explosive went off, blowing a hole in 
the side of the Ajax. Flash was the first 
one through the hole. Vultan and the 
Hawkmen poured in after him. 

In a matter of minutes, the Hawkmen 
had taken over the warship. 

On board, Flash concentrated on 
mastering the controls. 

"Form into a battle stream behind the 
rocket," Vultan ordered the Hawkmen. 
"Flash and I will bail out when the 
firing from Mongo starts." 

As the Hawkmen flew out, Flash 
pushed buttons on a device in the 
upper right corner of his console. Num- 
bers ran backward. 

"What've you set there?" Vultan 
asked. 

"That's how long Earth has left, 
Mongian time," Flash explained. 

The digital clock read three minutes 
forty-three seconds. 

In the control room on Mongo, Kala 
dashed to the main console. 




The face of the colonel posted at 
Battle Control appeared on the screen. 
"I am pleased to report that Rocket Ajax 
is returning, General Kala." 

"With Gordon's body?" 

"I don't know. Communications are 
out for some reason." 

Suddenly alert, Kala dashed toward 
the main console. "Are they in the 
proper approach pattern for today?" 

The colonel hesitated, licking his lips. 
"Actually, they are not." 

"Open fire." 

"On Ajax, General?" 

"Open fire! All weapons! And charge 
the lightning field. I take personal re- 
sponsibility in the Emperor's name." 

As the sound of the firing reverber- 
ated throughout the castle, Kala spoke 
into the public-address system. "Atten- 
tion, all wedding guests. There is no 



cause for alarm. The city's weapons are 
being fired in continuous barrage in 
honor of His Imperial Majesty's wed- 
ding." 

In the war rocket, Flash approached 
the city of Mongo. 

Vultan climbed up a ladder leading to 
the second level and an exit hatch, but 
he paused halfway when he realized 
Flash was not following him. "Come 
on, Flash. It's time to bail out." 

"The laser fire's too heavy. You know 
we'll never hit that field without some- 
body at the wheel. I'm flying it in!" 

"You'll blow to pieces, Flash! It's 
suicide!" 

Flash tried to keep his voice steady. 
"No. A rational decision — one life for 
billions." 

Straight ahead, the lightning field lit 
up the air around Mongo as it formed a 



protective shield around the city. The 
moment the ship hit, it would blow 
apart. But the impact would open a 
hole in the field through which the 
Hawkmen could fly. 

The Ajax thundered forward con- 
stantly bombarded by laser shots from 
the planet. But the ship stayed in the air 
and flew straight on as if held together 
by Flash's tremendous will. 

Behind it flew the Hawkmen. They 
advanced bravely. 

"Onward, my brave warriors!" cried 
Vultan. "Let this be known forever as 
Flash Gordon's day!" 



□ Aura rode up in an elevator with a 
red-robed guard. She wore a cape 



around her shoulders, which she 
loosened and let drop to the floor. 

"Pick that up," she told the guard. 
He obeyed instantly. As he leaned over, 
Aura knocked him out and grabbed his 
laser gun. 

She immediately reversed the direc- 
tion of the elevator and took it down to 
the dungeon. She burst out of the 
elevator firing. It was only a matter of 
seconds before she was inside the dun- 
geon and blasting the chains that held 
Barin and Zarkov captive. 

"Hurry," she told them. "Take my 
laser and get to the control room. Kala 
has activated the lightning field and 
someone is flying the Ajax straight into 
it! It must be Flash. I've got to get back 
to the wedding before I'm missed and 
my father gets suspicious." 

General Kala was dealing with the 




many communications breakdowns 
hampering her defense of the city when 
Barin and Zarkov burst into the room. 
Holding his laser at the monitors, Barin 
commanded, "Freeze!" 

Standing behind the central console, 
Kala withdrew a laser pistol from her 
holster. Instantly Barin shot the pistol 
from her hand. 

Zarkov advanced toward Kala. "De- 
activate the lightning field and take us 
to Ming!" 

Kala moved around behind the con- 



sole and pulled a slim tube from her 
boot. She aimed it at Zarkov and 
pressed a button. A tremendous jet of 
flame roared from the tube, singeing 
the scientist's head. Barin fired his laser 
directly at her. Collapsing, she slid part 
way down the steps that separated the 
main console from the monitors and 
expired. 

Before Zarkov could thank Barin, the 
colonel from Battle Control appeared on 
the screen. "Rocket Ajax is still ap- 
proaching. We guarantee its destruc- 



Hon when it reaches the lightning field. 
Life-form scanners identify Earthling 
Gordon at the controls/' 

"Holy Moley!" Zarkov exclaimed. 
"Aura was right. We've got to do some- 
thing." 

"Follow me," Barin shouted. He 
raced into the corridor and exchanged 



fire with Ming's guards. He reached the 
control room safely and blasted his way 
inside. Before the startled Power Men 
could react, he began shooting at all the 
regulating devices and anything else in 
sight. The machinery coughed up red 
smoke and ground to a stop. 




□ Dressed in her wedding gown 
and flanked by armed guards, 
Dale was led in front of Ming, as the 
priest, Zogi, got ready to perform the 
Mongo marriage ceremony. 

"Do you, Ming the Merciless, Right- 
ful Ruler of the Universe, take this 
Earthling to be your Empress of the 
Hour?" 
"I do." 

"I don't," said Dale, trying to pull 
away from her guards. 

Just then she looked up and saw the 
Ajax headed straight for the huge glass 
window behind Ming. 

Everyone scattered, except Ming, 
who could not see what was happen- 
ing. As Dale looked back from the 
doorway, she saw the Ajax crash 
through the glass and impale Ming on 
the silver spike, which jutted out from 
the front of the Ajax. It propelled him 
forward into the hall. 

Slowly Ming pulled himself off the 
spike and left it vibrating behind him, 
coated with his blue blood. Clinging to 
life, Ming knelt, tried to stand, refused 
to fall. 

Flash, pale and shaken from his har- 
rowing experience, crawled from the 
wreckage and seized a golden sword 
from the rubble. He raised it, fully 
prepared to use it if necessary. 

"You could have been ruler of a 
kingdom," Ming said hoarsely, de- 
fiantly turning his ring on Flash even as 
his life ebbed away. 

"Your power is failing," Flash said. 
He was fascinated as Ming became 
transparent before his eyes. 

Closing his eyes, Ming turned his 
ring on himself. The atoms of his body 
became a red gas that flowed into his 
ring as if it had been sucked up by a 
vacuum cleaner, until only the ring 
remained. 




For a long moment the ring stayed 
suspended in the air, then it dropped 
onto the floor. 

Flash lowered the sword. 

Dale emerged from the doorway. 
Running toward him, she exclaimed, 
"Flash! Flash!" 

Vultan entered the palace through 
the rubble created by the crash. "Con- 
gratulations, Flash! You've won!" 

Barin burst through a doorway. He 
held his weapon high. "I've destroyed 
the generator controls. The Earth is 
saved!" 

At that point, the golden globe flew 
into the room and halted in front of 
Flash. The victors tensed. 

"Hail, Flash Gordon, conqueror of 
Mongo!" said the globe. 





The wedding guests and the 
Hawkmen gathered in the throne 
room. Dale and Flash, Barin and Aura, 
and Vultan came before them and the 
court applauded and cheered. Vultan 
raised his sword. "Barin is the rightful 
heir!" Barin grinned and bowed. "We 
owe everything to Flash Gordon," he 
said. The court cheered again. "We 
appoint Vultan general of our armies. 
From this day on, let us all live in 
peace." 

Aura squeezed Barin's hand and 
whispered, "My hero." Zarkov smiled 
at Dale. "Do you think we'll ever get 



home again, Hans?" Dale asked. 

"I don't know, but we'll try." 

"We certainly invite you all to stay," 
Barin said. "What do you think, Dale?" 
Flash asked. "Could you get used to it 
here?" 

Dale shook her head. "I don't know, 
Flash. It's pretty quiet around here for 
me." 

As everyone looked up at Flash and 
saluted him, no one was in the banquet 
room to see a gloved hand reach out 
from the rubble and take Ming's 
ring. . . . 



